26	MOSCOW ADMITS A CRITIC
Russian emigrant friends in London arranged a kind of
litde ambuscade for me. Innocently regarding my call
as nothing more than a dinner engagement, I found
myself surrounded by a number of them, who made
all sorts of vague hints and suggestions. In the middle
sat that fine old soldier, General Denikin, with a white
beard, who was over on a visit from Paris, and, as he was
the most likely to understand me, in the end I leaned
forward and asked him directly : '" Which are your
apprehensions—physical, moral, or intellectual ? " There
was a general laugh, and it was put to me that they were
only afraid that I might be taken in by the Bolsheviks.
" Well," I said, " that means intellectual. My mind isn't
anything to boast of, but I have got a nose." The old
general smiled kindly and said : " As long as the nose
is in order, it is all right."
I started from London on the evening of 20th December
accompanied by the Secretary of the School, who later
proved invaluable in taking up and giving effect to all
the connections which I was able to establish in Moscow.
From the German frontier to Berlin we were in a big
third-class carriage, of which the inmates were always
changing, yet all the way a clever German lady was
quietly making effective criticisms of the Nazi regime.
From Berlin the new train went straight through to the
Russian frontier. This meant covering the whole of the
new Poland. That in itself was a new sensation. Ger-
many used to join on to Russia, and there was no Poland ;
it was just the same country, but now one travelled for
dose on twenty-four hours under a new flag. I was
particularly watchful, as we approached the new Russian
frontier. It began at a village called Negoreloe in quite

